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For the nightly siege of London failed to break their
nerve or to destroy their city; and Londoners had
met the challenge unafraid.

There was senseless killing, aimless destruction,
silly savagery practised upon unarmed people and
their small belongings by a thwarted enemy. But
they knew the German way by this time; and it
led no further than a long vista of exasperated
citizens vociferously informing Mr. Churchill that
"We can take it" and (with more conviction)
** Give it *em back." He was out visiting them in
the rubble of their shattered streets ; and presently,
when the scourge swept on into the provinces, they
saw a swiftly pacing figure with which the Mayor
occasionally had some difficulty in keeping up. The
smile, the lifted hat (sometimes he lifted it on the
end of his walking-stick to greet them, as he hurried
by), swift handshakes, and a thrusting chin were all
they saw of the Prime Minister; and sometimes he
sat high on the back of an automobile so that
they could see him better. >That was how England
greeted Mr. Churchill, as he went his rounds.

They rarely took him far afield. But once in
the next year his duty sent him overseas to a quiet
anchorage beyond the Western Ocean, where the
misty hills looked down on a great British battleship
at anchor beside an American cruiser. There he
talked at ease with the President of the United
States; and on a Sunday morning they sat smiling
side by side, as two thousand men of two nations
sang " Onward, Christian soldiers " under the silent
English guns. Then he stood watching by the rail,
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